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And then JOHNSON is left a solitary figure in this
steely shaft of light, while THE FIGURE, shining and
golden, waits above on the stairs.)
JOHNSON (with deep emotion).

I have been a foolish, greedy and ignorant man;
Yet I have had my time beneath the sun and stars;
I have known the returning strength and sweet-
ness of the seasons,

Blossom on the branch and the ripening of fruit,
The deep rest of the grass, the salt of the sea,
The frozen ecstasy of mountains.
The earth is nobler than the world we have built

upon it;

The earth is long-suffering, solid, fruitful;
The world still shifting, dark, half-evil.
But what have I done that I should have a better

world,
Even though there is in me something that will

not rest

Until it sees Paradise . . . ?
(With very great emotion?)

Farewell, all good things!
You will not remember me,
But I shall remember you. . . .
THE FIGURE (gravely).  Robert Johnson, it is time
now.

(And here is the PORTER, standing just behind
JOHNSON with his hat and overcoat and bag.)